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Mystery 

by  Christine  LaRosa 

I walked  into  his  apartment,  looking 
around  with  wondering  eyes. 

Well...  here  it  is.  After  months  of 
begging  and  pleading  you  are  about  to 
enter  into  another  dimension..." 

Where  the  hell  do  you  get  the  money 
to  rent  this  place?" 

"I've  got  connections." 

"Illegal." 

"To  be  sure.  " 

And  you  live  here  by  yourself?" 

"Wouldn't  have  it  any  other  way." 

I peered  into  the  spacious  living  room. 

I noted  the  overstuffed  brown  couch,  the 
wooden  table  perched  before  it.  A statue 
that  sat  on  a shelf  near  the  window  caught 
my  attention.  It  was  of  a smoky,  aqua- 
colored  glass,  sculpted  and  contorted  into 
some  kind  of  strange  sea  creature,  whose 
hair  flowed  in  fine  strands  of  glass. 

Like  it?  he  asked  nonchalantly. 

"Yeah  . . .what  is  it?" 

"Don't  know.  " 

"You  don’t  "know?"  I asked  in  an 
incredulous  voice. 

'Nah.  But  sometimes  the  most 

interesting  and  beautiful  things  in  life  are 
those  that  can  t be  clearly  defined  or 
understood . " 

"Very  profound,"  I offered. 

I know,  he  said  smugly.  An  impish 
smile  spread  across  his  face.  It  was 
contagious . 

"Wan’t  something  to  drink?"  he  asked, 
reaching  for  a Coke. 

No  thanks,  but  you  go  ahead." 

jNah...it  rots  your  insides." 

So  does  smoking,"  I retorted  in 
playful  sarcasm. 

A surprised  look  filled  his  eyes  as  he 
lit  his  cigarette.  "My  God,  are  you 
serious?" 


"Go  to  hell.  Dean,"  I joked. 

"Only  if  you  promise  to  come  with  me. 
Beauty,"  he  quipped. 

I walked  to  the  window.  Quiet  sheets 
of  rain  fell  from  the  charcoal  sky.  A shrill 
wind  penetrated  the  cracks  in  the  aging 
window  frame.  But  I felt  protected  from 
everything  in  this  house.  With  Dean.  He 
put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder  and  together 
we  stared  out  into  the  soggy  wet  world. 

"Why  don't  you  talk  about  yourself?"  I 
whispered,  afraid  of  shattering  the  warm 
silence.  He  said  nothing.  I turned  to  him 
for  an  answer. 

"There  isn't  anything  to  tell,"  he 
stated . 

"Come  on,  we've  known  each  other  for 
months,  and  you  still  answer  my  questions 
with  either  jokes  or  silence." 

"What  do  you  want  to  know?" 

"You ...  I want  to  know  about  you . " 

Hmmm...this  sounds  interesting. 
Shall  we  start  with  conception,  carefully 
working  our  way  through  the  trials  and 
tribulations  of  Grammar.  . . " 

"Will  you  please  stop  it?" 

He  was  silent.  He  knew  I was 
annoyed.  And  upset. 

"Sorry,"  he  said  quietly. 

"Are  you?"  I challenged. 

"I  think  so."  He  smiled  at  me,  looking 
for  a response.  At  that  moment  I turned 
abruptly,  to  escape  the  confusion,  but  he 
reached  for  me  and  caught  my  shoulders  in 
his  strong  hands. 

Listen,  Jessie,  I’m  sorry.  Really."  I 
could  barely  hear  his  trembling  voice. 

It  s just  that.  . . He  broke  off,  wanting 
to  speak,  but  resisting  the  urge. 

I turned  to  face  him,  "Just  what? 
When  the  hell  am  I going  to  know  who  the 
hell  you  are?"  I again  struggled  to  break 
free  from  his  hold,  but  he  tightly  held  on. 
In  the  struggle  there  came  a crash  from 
behind  us.  We  looked  down  to  find  his 
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beautiful  sea  creature  shattered,  sparkling 
like  the  ocean  under  the  soft  light 
overhead . 

I knelt  down  and  began  to  pick  up  the 
pieces.  I lifted  my  eyes  and  saw  Dean 
vehemently  smoking  his  cigarette. 

"What  have  we  done?"  I asked  in  a 
hushed  voice. 


It  looks  like  we  broke  my  statue,"  he 
said  matter-of-factly . 

"Stop  it,  " I pleaded  . 

Dean  met  my  gaze.  He  looked  at  me 
for  a long  time  with  stormy  eyes.  He 
placed  his  cigarette  between  his  lips,  knelt 
down  beside  me,  and  helped  me  pick  up  the 
glittering  fragments. 


The  Real  World 

Alone,  isolated 

Where  has  the  real  world  gone? 

Or  perhaps  I have  found  it  here. 
But  I have  no  money, 

No  light, 

No  place  to  go. 

In  the  dark  I sit  alone 
Yet  I fear  not. 

For  if  I had  money, 

What  u'ould  I buy? 

Certainly  not  the  world. 

Why  would  I want  it? 

And  if  I had  light, 

What  would  I see? 

I might  see  myself  and  be  ashamed. 
And  if  I had  someplace  to  go, 

Why  would  I leave  here? 

Here  I am  one  with  myself 
And  free  to  be  who  I am. 

Yes,  the  rnal  world  is  mine. 
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Rosalie  R.  O'Brien 


for  E.M.,  6th  September  86 

At  the  waterfront 
our  future  appears 
outlined 

by  an  intangible  pencil, 
a ray  of  sun. 

At  seventeen  we  are  still 
"hal f -children , " all 
the  more  beautiful  for  an 
afternoon  spark  of  amazement 
in  each  other's  harboring  eyes. 

We  could,  it  seems,  hold 
hands,  defy  physics  & walk 
above  the  filthy  water  of 
Boston  Harbor,  across  to  the 
freedom  & acceptance 

of  "the  other  side," 
which  exists  only 
in  our  Gemini  imagination, 
a place  beyond  the  streets 
Sc  piers  of  now. 


Thomas  DeFreitas 
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A Moment 


I turn  my  stereo  up 
As  Billy  Joel  belts  out 
"All  for  Leyna"  and  I 
Sing  along,  realizing 
How  annoying  I must  be. 

Someone  likes  it,  though. 
The  wind  keeps  up  a 
Steady  applause. 

- Lisa  Cherin 


St.  Azure 


The  Surf 

frothy  waves  scurry 
from  the  sea- 
emerging 
surging 

churning 

turning 

crying 

only  to  me. 

foaming  surf  tugs  on  me 

gripping 
slipping 
j abbing 
grabbing 
trying 
to  get  at  me. 

- Danelle  M.  Sullivan 


in  the  wan  evening: 

flickering  dying  light 

former  moon  has  spoken  on  white 

dusted  wood 

drawing  painful  shadows 
closer  to  a chaos  dappled 
in  the  mind. 

the  stronghold  sends  not  a soul. 

at  dawn: 


gray  breeze  hastens  in  thought 
to  the  milky  hands  which  drop 
water  colors  on  the  morning  pale 
streaming  steady 

parting  warmth  and  stained  glass 
as  two  eyes  water  sanctimoniously 
at  the  beauty  of  the  Almighty. 

- Nancy  Dingley 
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Unfinished 


I sleep  from  two 
until  two 
each  day 

and  miss  the  morning's 
mus ic . 

All  I have 

in  my  afternoon  mind 
are  the  insubstantial 
images  of  dreams, 

unfinished  fragments 
or  non-existence. 

Some  are  beautiful, 

like  the  moon 

and  the  movie  actress. 

- Thomas  DeFreitas 


"You  Say  " 

you  say  you'll  kill  the  faggots  one  by  one. 
okay.  here  i am.  you  might  as  well  start 
by  driving  a twelve-inch  stake  through  my  heart 
or  crucifying  me  with  crooked  nails. 

you  need  a brain  to  be  a murderer! 
but  your  cerebrum's  just  a cardboard  naught 
containing  zilch  akin  to  human  thought, 
still.  i strain  to  understand  your  anger. 

once  upon  a time  you  were  my  friend 
you  super-macho  homophobic  youth 

until... that  night  you  learned  the  whispered  truth. 

go  ahead.  act  out  your  plans  of  abuse, 
your  failed  pathetic  efforts  won't  amuse 
me  half  as  much  as  your  stupidity. 


- anonymous 
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THE  SOUND  OF  ANGER 

by  J . J . Maroun 


My  house  is  a two  story  wooden 
building  on  the  corner  of  Day  and  Spitner 
Streets.  We  have  some  nice  bushes, 
trimmed  weekly,  and  the  lawn  is  always 
mowed.  I do  the  garden  work.  I hate 
garden  work. 

I walk  in  the  front  door.  We  have  a 
huge  kitchen.  There's  an  oak  table  with 
six  seats  (never  have  more  than  five  been 
occupied)  with  some  really  groovy 
carvings.  The  kitchenware  is  stored  in 
some  really  cool  cherry  wood  cabinets.  We 
have  a small  radio  on  the  counter.  Well, 
actually  it's  one  of  those  super-duper  high 
fidelity  portable  radios.  My  dad  plays 
classical  music  on  it.  What  a waste. 

Then  there’s  my  dining  room.  The 
main  piece  of  furniture  is  some  really 
ancient,  antique  mahogany  table,  with  a 
matching  set  of  eight  chairs.  God.  And 
there’s  this  really  tacky  crystal  chandelier 
which  makes  me  want  to  puke.  And  the 
bar.  I won't  get  into  that. 

Then  there's  the  sound  room.  My 
father,  after  about  eighteen  thousand 
pounds  of  persuasion,  bought  this 
incredible  Carver  system.  And  everything 
else  imaginable.  That  is  my  favorite  room. 
That  room  has  - POWER. 

Then  there's  my  guitar. 

My  room.  Oh  my  room.  This  is  a 
room.  Posters.  Posters.  Posters.  Pink 
Floyd.  The  Who.  The  Clash.  The  Jam. 
And  this  serious  Quadrophenia  poster  that 
takes  up  half  my  ceiling.  Bam.  Flick  on 
the  stereo,  lie  on  my  bed  and  stare. 
Stare.  What  a poster. 

My  own  TV. 

The  bathroom’s  got  a jacuzzi.  Oh  I 
love  that  jacuzzi.  And  - 

Oh,  there’s  my  dad.  He  just  pulled  in 
with  his  new  928.  That  is  a car. 

"Hi  dad.”  My  mother's  dead.  That 
was  a bummer.  Sounds  pretty  stupid 
calling  it  a bummer.  Her  death  I mean. 
But  that  was  a while  ago  though,  and  I'm 
over  that.  My  father  though.  He  held  up 
great.  Never  shed  a tear.  I was 
impressed...  and  sad.  But  he  never  says 
anything  that  makes  him  feel 
uncomfortable.  Dad's  a rock.  Granite. 


"What's  for  supper?"  I usually  cook  on 
Fridays,  but  this  morning  he  told  me  he 
was  going  to  cook. 

"I  don't  know.  What  would  you  like  to 
eat?" 

"Nothing  special.  I don  t know. 
Spaghetti . ” 

"Spaghetti.  Come  on.  You  know  how 
long.  . . ” 

"What.  Forty-five  minutes  to  boil  a 
box ..." 

"You  want  me  to  eat  that  boxed  trash? 

I suppose  next  you  d want  me  to  eat... 
pizza ! 

" Dad . " 

Sudden  change.  "How  about  filet 
mignon?" 

"Sure...  dad."  Always.  "Filet 
mignon's  great.  God  I m fed  up  with  his 
elitism . 

"Dinner's  ready." 

I'm  hungry.  God  I'm  hungry.  Filet 
mignon  with  some  white  wine.  Boy,  that 
blew  my  friend's  mind  when  he  had  dinner 
here,  "...and  wine?  Wow!  If  I remember, 
that's  what  he  said. 

"That  was  great  dad." 

"But  of  course.”  Stupid  smirk. 

"Got  something  for  you." 

"Oh?"  He  stood  up  and  wiped  off  his 
plate  and  shoved  it  in  the  dishwasher.  He 
extended  his  arm.  I gave  him  my  plate. 

"Yeah." 

"What  is  it?  I have  to  get  going." 

I gave  it  to  him,  smiling  in  spite  of 
myself.  It  was  a small  gift,  wrapped  in 
this  bright  red  paper  with  a white  ribbon. 
It  was  tacky  enough  to  make  me  puke. 

"Thanks."  He  took  it.  And  went  to 
his  room.  And  put  on  his  trenchcoat. 

"Aren’t  you  going  to  open  it?" 

"It’s  that  watch  I showed  you.”  He 
opened  the  door. 

"If  you  go  out  tonight  don't  have  too 
much  fun."  Wi n k . 

"I'll  see  you  later.  Bye." 

The  bright  red  box  was  still  in  his 
pocket.  Thud. 

Door  is  closed. 

Silence. 
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'The  Poet's  Chair" 


Find  me,  please,  the  poet's  chair. 

Save  me  grief,  save  me  despair; 

For  when  to  me  he  speaks 
I see  just  what  he  seeks: 

The  found  fountain  of  Freedom  fair. 

Pull  up,  please,  a seat  for  thee, 

Mine  was  pulled  out  under  me; 

Without  the  poet's  place 
There's  no  one  to  say  grace; 

Thus,  we  will  dine  and  drink  blood  wine? 

We  eat,  we  drink. 

Are  we  merry? 

We  live,  we  die 
In  our  sherry! 

A loner  sent  into  exile, 

One  more  nail  with  every  mile. 

We'll  starve,  although  on  this  farm; 

Lonely  --we  hold  arms  in  arm. 

Alone,  at  peace,  in  the  desert  he'll  feast 
Defiant  of  mankind  and  its  blood  beast. 


Help  me,  please,  to  hear  his  words, 

His  cries  scream  from  all  the  birds; 

Birds  we  hunt,  we  shoot,  we  eat; 

Thus,  his  words  make  up  our  meat: 

Meat  over  words  preferred. 

I will  not  rest  till  I find 
An  open  nest  for  my  mind, 

Table  where  all  poets  sit 
Safe  from  all  of  us  they  quit; 

Wisdom  has  not  mankind. 

We  cheat,  we  shrink. 

We're  so  merry! 

We  dive,  we  lie. 

Where's  my  sherry? 

A race  abandoned  of  its  soul 

Left  searching  now  for  its  false  goal. 

Sandstorms  shall  rip  through  our  crops 
Until  the  mind  of  man  stops. 

The  poet  shall  laze  on  his  desert  lawn, 
And  be  blest  with  seeing  tomorrow's  down. 


Mark  Collins 
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Not  a Death  Poem 


Reversal 


All  alone 
I wake 
All  alone 
I sleep 
My  myself 
I live 
All  alone. 

All  alone 
I talk 
All  alone 
I play 
With  myself 
I am  left 
All  alone. 

All  alone 
I think 
All  alone 
I dream 
To  myself 
I keep 
All  alone. 

All  alone 
I cry 
All  alone 
I fear 
To  die 
By  myself 
All  alone. 


End  to  begin, 
life  reverses. 

An  endless  motion 

motivates  and  moves. 

Pushing  forward 
and  rising  up. 

Ending  farther  back 
but  better  off. 

Learning  to  live 

and  living  to  learn. 

Doing  neither  first 
nor  none  at  all. 

Not  always  success, 
but  never  failure. 

Begin  at  the  end, 
but  end  no  worse. 

- Lauren  George,  132 


10 


I closed  my  eyes 

Because  I didn't  want  to  see. 

I cut  my  hair 

When  I was  tired  of  being  me. 

I changed  my  mode  of  dress 
Because  I needed  to  be  free. 

I live  without  the  knowledge 
Of  what  I want  to  be. 

I know  that  life  gets  better 
But  it  scares  me  just  the  same. 

I'd  end  it  right  away 

But  then  I'd  have  to  take  the  blame. 

i'll  climb  the  ladder  of  success 
But  I don't  want  the  fame  - 
But  if  I want  a future. 

Then  I have  to  play  the  game. 

- Christina  Lillios 


Reasons 


11 


Yesterday 

A picture  of  the  past 

all  faded  and  worn, 

The  edges  are  peeling 

the  bottom  is  torn. 

The  frame  now  neglected 

its  dust  covered  wood 
Alone  in  a corner 

for  a century  stood. 

The  once  cheery  figures 

now  appear  gaunt  and  gray 
Things  are  never  the  same 

as  they  were  yesterday. 

- Danelle  M.  Sullivan 


Words  for  the  Adolescent 


Time's  rhythm's  is  hectic, 
eccentric.  I cannot  keep 
pace  with  its 

pulsating,  lunatic  dance,  too  fast 
for  me,  a lost  only  child 
in  a world  that's 

demented,  senseless,  senescent,  and  nothing 
saves  me  from  being  swept  into  its 
daredevil  death-craze. 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 


12 


Five-hundred  Yards 
by  John  Radosta,  135 

"What  am  I doing  here?"  Craig  thinks. 

"Why  am  I on  the  block  for  the  longest  race 
of  the  meet?" 

"Because  you're  the  only  one  on  the 
team  stupid  enough  to  volunteer.”  he 
mocks  himself.  "Wasn't  the  200  free 
enough?" 

He  shakes  his  arms  to  loosen  them.  He 
feels  too  tight.  "Why  didn’t  I do  more 
warm-up?  I’ve  had  too  much  rest.  I'm 
tired,  and  the  race  hasn’t  even  started 
yet. " 

"Is  everything  set?  Jeff’s  at  the  other 
end  counting  laps.  Twenty  laps  of  the 
pool?  This  is  crazy.  I should  be  swimming 
the  100,  not  the  five.  But  you’re  a 
distance  swimmer,  not  a speed  swimmer.’" 
The  words,  spoken  by  his  first  team's 
coach  six  years  earlier,  ring  in  his  ears. 
"My  goggles  are  tight,  won’t  leak.  Same 
with  the  suit.  Wouldn't  want  to  lose  that 
now,  would  we?" 

Craig  looks  around  before  the  official 
calls  for  silence.  Mr.  Nader’s  showing  him 
the  long  strokes  he  wants  to  see.  Most  of 
the  team  is  relaxing:  it's  at  least  a ten 
minute  break  for  them. 

The  official's  whistle  blows.  "All  quiet 
for  the  start...  Mr.  starter?"  he  said. 

"Five-hundred-yard-freestyle. " takes 
up  the  starter.  "Each  swimmer  will  swim 
twenty  lengths  of  the  pool.  The  gun  will 
be  fired  when  the  lead  swimmer  has  two 
lengths  and  five  yards  left  to  go. 
Swimmers  take  your  marks..."  The  gun 
fires.  From  his  grab  start,  Craig  dives 
into  the  pool . 

At  first,  his  limbs  feel  cumbersome  and 
heavy.  His  fingers  are  a pound  each. 
Craig  concentrates  on  his  breathing 
f i rst : One-  two-  th  ree- breath  e -one -two - 

th  ree-breathe . 

"First  turn  i good."  he  thinks. 

Kick,  flip,  push,  glide.  I’m  in  second  out 
of  four.  Just  behind  Lane  three  next  to 
me.  Push  harder. 

"There,  got  him  on  the  second  turn. 
Damn,  he's  ahead  again.  "Feel  looser  now. 
Maybe  today  I’ll  break  seven.  Nah.  Yes. 
Third  turn.  Only  ahead  of  third  place  by 
a yard.  Push  harder.  Can  barely  hear 
them  cheering  me.  Why  didn't  someone 
else  volunteer,  too?  I shouldn't  be  the 
only  one. 


"Third’s  catching  up.  Can't  see  first 
anymore.  Coming  to  the  end  of  the  first 
hundred.  One  fifth  done.  Twenty 
percent.  Kick,  flip,  push,  glide.  Damn, 
almost  missed  the  wall!  Now  I'm  in  third. 
Go  faster!  One-two-th  ree-fou  r-breathe . 
Think  of  fast  music.  Get  that  adrenalin 
pumpin’ . 

"Up  with  second  again.  Taking  turns 
together.  What's  the  Latin  homework?  I 
think  there  are  a few  people  behind  Jeff 
cheering  me  on.  I wonder  what  it's  like 
watching  this  stupid  race?  I’ve  done  it 
every  time  since  sixie  year.  Isn't  that  like 
getting  typecast?" 

"Wait,  he's  ahead  again.  Push! 
Two-th  ree-breathe.  Two-th  ree-breathe. 
Good,  beat  him  at  the  turn.  Am  I on 
eleven  or  thirteen?  Swim,  don't  think. 
Just  swim.  There's  Jeff  swinging  an 
eleven.  That's  the  signal  to  go  faster, 
isn’t  it?  Or  is  it  up  and  down?  No,  this  is 
it.  " 

"Haven't  seen  the  kid  in  the  other  lane 
lately.  Where  is  he?  Hey,  I think  he  quit. 
That  puts  me  in  first.  The  bastard  burnt 
out!  " 

"Pick  it  up.  Don't  gloat.  Break 
seven.  Magic  seven. 

"Fifteen.  Time  to  get  going.  Lane 
one’s  way  behind  me,  too.  Psyched! 

"My  arms  are  dead.  Shoulder  aches. 
Don’t  think  about  that.  I think  I'll  quit.  I 
don’t  wanna  swim  anymore.  Nobody's 
making  me,  right?  I must  be  a fool.  What 
do  other  swimmers  think  in  the  water? 
Probably  nothing.  I don't  think  I’m 
normal . " 

"Come  on,  get  going.  Push  till  you 
puke! ' Go! " 

"Great,  screwed  up  that  turn.  Three 
seconds  lost.  Two  laps  left.  Shouldn't  be 
breathing  every  two  strokes.  Have  to. 
Don’t  whine!  Concentrate.  Go  all  out. 
There's  the  gun.  It  must  be  for  me!  Hot- 
damn  ! " 

"Hey,  Lane  one  s next  to  me.  Where'd 
he  come  from?  Where  d you  come  from, 
kid?  Gotta  beat  him.  Can’t  lose  now." 

"There’s  the  orange  signal.  Last  lap! 
Kill  yourself  now!  Push.  Push!  PUSH!" 
Kicking  now,  too.  Haven't  done  that  in  a 
while.  Use  every  last  bit.  Did  you  eat 
your  carbohydrates  today?  Who  cares?  I'm 
ahead!  Don't  lose.  Can't  lose.  He's  right 
next  to  me.  Hey,  you  in  the  funny  shorts, 
what's  your  name?” 


13 


"Faster!  Breathing  every  two. 
Everything  hurts.  Go,  go,  go!  Dammit! 
Go! 

"Five  yards,  four.  Don't  breathe! 
Three,  two,  one.  Reach  for  ll.c  wall. 
Reach ! " 

"I  won!  Touched  him  out.  Hanging  on 
the  wall.  I'm  dead.  What's  touching  me? 
Lane  One.  He’s  red.  Bet  I'm  red,  too. 
Oh,  he  wants  to  shake  hands.  Then 


shake,  dummy." 

"Good  race."  says  Lane  one. 

"Yeah,  good  race.  " 

Out  of  the  pool.  "What's  my  time?" 
"Seven -oh -th ree . " says  the  timer. 
"Damn.  Thought  I had  it." 

Pat  on  the  back.  Mr.  Nader.  "Longer 
strokes  next  time,  though." 

"Yeah,  next  time.  Gotta  do  it  next 
time . " 


Apple  Memories 

The  serrated  steel 
rips 

through  the  smooth  silk; 
honey-colored 
juices  trickle  sweat 
sticky  sweet 
from  golden  flesh 
like  the 

perspiring  bodies 
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Through  The  Eyes  of  a Kitten 


She  trots  by  a palm  tree  on  the 
beach  and  suddenly  drops  to  the 
ground  on  her  stomach,  having  spotted 
her  prey.  Her  tiny  tail  flicks  back 
and  forth,  swishing  away  the  lower 
leaves  of  the  willow  tree,  and  her 
new,  short  fur  bristles  up  as  her 
tongue  slides  across  her  small 
teeth.  Thoughts  of  blood,  mutilation 
and  meals  fill  her  mind  along  with 
the  scent  of  the  jungle,  as  all 
the  lions,  elephants,  and  tucans 
become  silent.  Her  prey  doesn't 
move  a muscle  as  it  lies  upon  a 
large  mushroom.  It  continues  its 
labored  breathing  as  its  massive 
chest  rises  and  falls.  She  makes 
her  way  towards  it  through  the 
tall,  thick  grass  of  the  prairie. 
Suddenly  she  pounces  upon  its  back, 
and  she  claws  and  bites  and  chews 
and  bats  and  scratches  and  spits 
and  howels, 

and  finally  exhausted,  she  sleeps 
upon  her  newfound  prey  amidst  the 

surrounding  volcanoes 

The  old  greyhound  opens  one  tired 
eye  and  then  falls  back  to  sleep 
on  the  livingroom  rug. 


Lisa  Cherin 


High 

Swinging  thru  the  leaves 
feel  the  breeze 
bend  my  knees 
look  around 
see  the  ground 
falling  down. . . 

don't  let  go 
arching  high 
touch  the  sky 
watch  me  fly- 
letting go. 

Danelle  M.  Sullivan 


15 


Abyss 


I hold  a knife 
Ready  to  fall 
On  the  brink  of  an  abyss, 

What  is  this  void? 

This  Black  Hole? 

My  feet  are  in  a vacuum;  I think 
My  mind  is  just  observing. 

The  stars  are  whirling  all  around  me. 

I am  lying  on  a cold  iron  bed 
In  a room  with  one  window 
There's  a needle  in  my  arm. 

No  one's  around. 

The  light's  bending  in  rainbows 
Through  the  window  pane. 

The  door  stands  open. 

People  outside? 

My  vision  blurs. 

The  stars  are  above  me, 

Land  under  my  feet. 

The  air  feels  tropical 
But  there's  no  wind. 

Everything's  so  still, 

Not  a sound; 

Things  are  moving 
All  around  me, 

But  there's  not  a sound? 

I'm  looking  down  a huge  abyss 
Holding  a knife. 

The  knife  falls. 

I hear  the  clatter  on  the  floor 
The  tube  from  the  needle  is  gone. 
People  all  around. 

The  light's  bending  in  rainbows 
Through  the  window  pane. 

Leaves  are  blowing  about  outside. 

- Johanna  Harvel 


A Questionnaire 


DESCRIBE  YOUR  EARLY  EDUCATION. 


At  five  years  old 
I felt  the  soft  warmth 
of  the  tiny  baby, 
a white  cotton  kitten 
with  liquid  eyes. 

DESCRIBE  A CRUCIAL  EVENT  IN  YOUR  LIFE. 


When  I 

the  eternal  fickle  schoolgirl 
learned  in  sorrow 
- in  vain- 
to  look  at  you 
as  an  ordinary  man 
not 

as  a smooth  marble  sculpture 
or  a god 

with  pensive  eyes. 

WHAT  IS  YOUR  PERMANENT  ADDRESS. 

Within  the  veins  of 
succulent  summer  leaves. 

Inside  the 

flesh  of  my  fantasies 
Amidst  the  violet  billows 
of  night . 

Just  beneath  the  surface 
of  the  tear 

that  trickles  slowly  down 

the  cheek 

of  the  lost  child. 

IS  THERE  SOMEONE  YOU  LOVE. 

I love  Charlie  Brown 
and  Linus 

and  Peppermint  Patty 
and  chocolate  ice  cream 
when  it  sizzles 
as  it  slips 
on  my  parched  tongue. 

WHAT  DO  YOU  ASK  OF  LIFE. 

I ask  life 
to  wait  for  me. 

Please  don't  press 

the  grimy  lips  together  until 

I have  crammed  myself 

inside  your  mouth, 

to  be  mixed  in 

with  the  other  morsels, 

and  with  the  saliva 

of  conformity. 


Christine  LaRosa 
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NEW  YEAR'S  EVE 
by  Ben  Brophy 


I guess  I always  went  there  because  I 
knew  that  something  would  happen. 
Y'know,  an  alien  would  land  on  the  roof 
and  use  the  john  or  something.  That’s 
why  I always  carried  a camera  in  my 
pocket.  One  night  something  did  happen 
in  that  crowded  tavern  that  could've  made 
me  rich,  it  happened  on  New  Year’s  Eve. 

" Bartender, " I said,  "you  make  the 
best  martinis  anywhere." 

"Oh,  yeah?  Well,  here  have 
another... on  the  house." 

He  was  showing  his  Christmas  spirit, 
so  I didn't  surprise  either  of  us  and  said, 
"yes".  After  all,  I was  running  out  of 
money  and  didn't  want  to  start  the  New 
Year  in  my  small,  lonely  apartment.  The 
drink  didn't  have  an  olive  in  it,  but  why 
look  a gift  martini  in  the  vermouth? 

"Did  you  know  there's  a curse  on  this 
bar?”  the  bartender  said. 

"Really?  Tell  me  about  it." 

"Nobody  knows  much  about  it,  except 
it  has  to  do  with  vital  fluids." 

"Strange. " 

Then  the  clock  struck  twelve  (I  could 
have  sworn  it  was  thirteen).  It  was  a 
cuckoo  clock,  so  a little  bird  came  out. 
Everyone  at  the  bar  gave  a loud  cry. 
Then  I noticed  that  sitting  on  the  cuckoo 
was  a I ittle  man  . 

He  was  an  inch  tall  with  a red  face  and 
slicked  back  red  hair.  He  wore  only 
green.  On  his  back  was  a green  velvet 
cape.  When  the  cuckoo  stopped,  he  wasn’t 
phased;  he  just  turned  into  a little  green 
bat . 

He  flew  over  to  a guy  at  the  bar  and 
bit  his  neck.  The  guy  yelled  "Ouch!"  and 
swatted  his  neck.  The  bat  fell  in  some 
beer,  changed  to  human  form,  and  swam  to 
the  side,  just  barely  escaping  notice.  I 
glided  over  and  picked  up  the  little  guy 
bringing  him  over  to' where  I sat. 

"Who  are  you?"  I asked,  makin’  sure 
no  one  heard  me. 

"I  am  the  only  leprechaun  vampire"  he 
said  with  a slight  brogue. 

"Leprechauns  have  vampires  too?"  I 
asked . 

"Of  course;  it's  only  fair'  he  replied. 

I took  out  my  mirror  and  put  it  next  to 
him.  Affirmative.  Quick  as  a flash,  I 
pulled  out  my  camera  and  snapped  some 
shots.  The  leprechaun  obliged  and  even 
struck  a few  menacing  poses  for  me. 


"By  the  way,  you  can't  take  pictures 
of  vampires  either,"  he  smiled. 

I was  thinking  of  all  the  money  I could 
make  with  him--  TV,  movies,  maybe  even 
commercials . 

"Y'know,  people  would  pay  money  to 
see  you,"  I said.  "And  I could  be  your 
manager. " 

I started  explaining  all  the  great 
things  we  could  do.  Actually,  I admit  to 
having  my  mind  on  money  and  mansions, 
cars  and  pools,  etc.  But  he  seemed  to  like 
my  ideas. 

"Are  you  sure  they'd  be  interested  in 
me?"  he  asked . 

To  prove  it,  I called  the  bartender 
over. 

"Hey,  Mack,  look  at  this."  I said, 
showing  the  vampire  in  my  palm. 

Before  I could  do  anything,  he  took  a 
toothpick  and  stabbed  the  guy  through  the 
hea  rt . 

"Hey,"  I half  yelled,  "That  was  the 
only  leprechaun  vampire  in  the  world." 

"Sorry,  but  with  the  green  suit  and 
red  hair,  I thought  he  was  an  olive." 
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Standstill 


6:00  p . m . 

The  work  is  done,  the  room  clean, 
the  kitchen  swept. 

What  are  you  going  to  do? 

Days  go  by,  identical. 

One  as  monotonous  as  the  last. 

But  here  are  highlights: 

like  the  family  fight 
Because  someone  wasn't  careful 
And  stepped  upon  forbidden  ground. 

Sitting  in  a cluttered  room. 

Pink . 

Posters  add  a sense  of  childishness. 
Small  wicker  baskets  surrounded 
By  stuffed  animals  and 
Loose  photographs. 

Seven  year  old  stationery. 

Pens  and  half-used  notebooks  abound. 
An  unmade  bed. 

Tedious . 

A waste! 

A waste  of  what? 

Time? 

Time . 

6:15. 

A year  later. 


- Tina  Tsiakalis 


Overdose 


Dazed  expression 

is  my  first  impression, 

sickly  walk, 

garbled  talk, 

holes  in  arm 

cause  parental  alarm, 

as  the  clock  goes 

tick  tock. 

Drug  feedback  and 
shock , 

any  sophistication  has 
taken  a vacation, 
as  the  clock  goes 
tick  tock. 


Now 

A time 

of  growing, 

and  learning  life. 

A time 

to  share 

and  to  open  up. 

A time 

to  experience 
to  explore  each  other 
A time 
to  seek, 

to  find  and  evaluate. 
A hard  time 
of  decision  making 
and  hearts  breaking. 
The  present  time 
hurts . 


- Shirley  Jones 


- Lauren  George,  132 
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Three  Poems  in  Prose 


1 .  The  Questioning  Heart 


Eavesdropping  on  the  roof  is  for  the  birds  with 
airplanes  overhead  crying. 

Thoughts  unheard-of 

shuttle  through  the  mind 
which  hardly  can  control  my  synesthetical 
heart.  I gazed  one  evening  at 
the  esoteric  stars 

of  Luis  Ho's  personal  library 
and  informed  him  "there  is  no  such  thing 
as  perfect  symmetry" 

but  "you're  wrong"  he  insisted 
and  who  could  prove  the  other  one  wrong? 


2 .  The  Burning  Trees 

I'm  still  trying  to  recapture 

one  moment  of  happiness  I spent 

in  the  woods  of  Canton  while  sitting 

next  to  Heather  on  a boulder 

surrounded  by  pictures  of 

autumn  in  New  England, 

that  scenic  phrase 

esta  selva  selvaggia 

e aspra 
e forte 

with  dead  leaves  everywhere. 

This  gift  of  friendship, 

sincerely  yours  because 

the  world's  in  a burning  daze. 


3 .  The  Sleeping  Children 

We  are  secure  in  our 
cube-solid  knowledge 
that  we  will  not  be 
murdered  by  Jack  the  Ripper 

or  buggered  by  the  Big  Dipper 
nonetheless  we  eavesdrop 
on  our  charming  brothers ' 
shining-faced  dreams;  thus 
we  learn  our  precious  way 

through  the  biodegradable  maze 
of  subterranean  bookstores  where 
the  Scottish  actors  live. 

- Thomas  DeFreitas 
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Vantage  Point 

Lost  in  time 
Anchored  firmly 
Sinking  slowly 
Slowly 

Into  the  deep 

Beckoning 

Pools  of  blue 

Timid  but  hopeful 

Which  silently 

Repeatedly 

Plead  like  a siren 

Determined 

To  capture  and 

Secure  the  available 

Vessel 

That  drifts 

On  the  horizon 

And  to  dash  it  on  the  rocks . . . 
One  premeditated  blink: 

A destiny  forever 
Sealed . 


Cry 

It's  when  your  heart 
motivates  sadness 
throughout 
your  entire  body. 

It's  when  your  face 
turns  red, 

and  your  heart  turns 
blue . 

It's  when  the  mystery 
dies , 

but  the  tension  still  lives. 

It's  when  your 

heart  rate  rises, 

but  your  spirits 

fall. 

It's  when  love  is 
lost , 

and  pain  is  found. 

It's  whenever 
a single  tear 
is  shed. 


- Angela  Branca  132  - by  Lauren  George,  132 
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"Analogy  of . . . " 


Tears . 
Fears . 
Years . 
Nears . 


The  product  of 
Ever  lasting 
Ending  never 


Sand . 

The  border  of 

Land . 

Raised 

up  by  the 

Hand . 

Razed 

down  at  the 

Stand . 

Love . 

The  pastime  of 

Jove . 

Who  begot  the 

Dove . 

Burns  within  our 

Stove . 

Needs . The  begg, 

Seeds . Owned  by  he  who 
Feeds.  Unborn  child 
Bleeds.  Time.  The  subject  of 
Rhyme . Accompanies 
Chime.  Performed  by  the 
Mime.  Space.  The  setting 
Grace.  Transformed 
Race.  Has  tainted 
Face . 


of 

to  a 
the 


- Mark  Collins 


Blood  Fire 


The  stench  of  burning  flesh  in  the  air! 

A warning  to  all  of  those  who  dare. 

And  maybe  one  might  not  even  care; 

When  the  earth  glows,  the  fear  is  there. 


Bloodfire,  fearful  demon  of  the  past, 
I am  weary  of  the  light  you  cast. 

You  are  first  and  follow  last, 

The  heavens  echo  your  evil  task. 


Lying  in  mountains  high  and  valleys  deep, 

With  speechless  words,  your  secrets  they  keep. 
Under  rock  and  earth  you  seep. 

Find  a crack,  spring  forth  and  leap. 


I swear  that  my  story  is  true; 

Be  wary  and  watch  for  the  clue. 

All  must  go  on  now  that  I am  through, 
Even  though  there  is  nothing  one  can  do. 


The  end  is  near,  I feel  too  soon; 

This  earth  will  serve  as  our  tomb. 

No  hiding  place,  not  even  the  womb, 

It  is  not  our  fault  we  are  utterly  doomed. 


- Justin  Roberson 
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III  Silence  Achieved 

On  a warm  and  starlit  summer  night, 

When  the  wind  was  from  the  Crimson  West, 

I stood  on  a hill  of  man's  contrivance, 

Made  by  his  hands  near  twenty  years  past. 
Thence  I stared  at  the  moon, 

A disk  veiled  in  red-gold, 

As  it  rose  upstairs  from  a few  sparse  cloud-, 
Far  off  in  the  purple  orient. 

Amazing,  you  know,  it's  been  almost  a month, 
Since  I packed  my  psychological  luggage, 

And  toted  it  south  to  this  tranquil  land, 
Where  peace  is  a bit  more  abundant . 

- Michael  Russo 


IV  Lamentation  at  Dawn 

At  dawn  I rise  and  venture  out, 

To  see  the  conflagration  of  the  night. 

The  east  glows  magenta, 

As  the  sun  rises. 

Diana  descends  her  dark  stair, 

Obscured  behind  an  opaque  veil  of  clouds. 
The  world  awakens  now, 

And  the  din  rises , 

But  for  a moment  silence  holds, 

Like  a bubble  on  the  point  of  a pin. 

The  silent  bubble  bursts. 

When  the  sun  rises. 


- Michael  Russo 


The  Night 

There  is  a calmness 
...  A coolness , 
serenity  in  the  night 

Crickets'  music  fills  the  air, 
gray  shades  dance  everywhere 

I like  the  night 
I walk  alone 
. . . and  think 

- Christine  McDonald 
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Lonely  Traveler 

On  this  road  long  and  narrow, 

To  the  melody  of  the  sparrow. 

Stepping  fearfully,  ever  cautiously, 

Not  knowing  what  fate  is  before  me. 

Against  the  Wind  that  tries  to  discourage 
My  everlasting  faith  and  courage, 

Through  Rain,  Snow,  Sleet,  or  Hail, 

My  inner  strength  will  never  fail. 

I seek  a final  destination,  nothing  more, 

Where  I can  rest  peacefully  forevermore. 

I walk  this  road  long  and  narrow- 

The  road  of  Life-  to  the  melody  of  the  sparrow. 

- Jeanine  Mitchell 
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GRAFFITI 

by  Justin  Jay  Roberson 

I walk  down  a crumbling  street  that 
has  not  been  fixed  for  years,  listening  to 
the  sound  of  broken  glass  crunching 
beneath  my  feet.  There  is  an 

overpowering  smell  of  ozone  burning  my 
nostrils  until  they  become  raw  and  swollen. 
But  I must  go  on,  for  I am  the 

"RECORDER,"  and  my  work  is  necessary. 

After  a while  I come  to  where  the 
messengers  sleep,  side  by  side,  like  caged 
animals.  With  a little  effort  I cross  the 
barbed-wire  fence  that  is  meant  to  keep  me 
out;  to  keep  me  from  my  work;  to  keep 
the  story  from  being  told. 

The  trains  are  the  messengers, 
traveling  and  telling  their  tales  at  a 
glance. 

When  my  inspiration  peaks,  I begin  to 
compose.  I write  a history  of  a people 
divided,  written  not  in  paint  but  in  the 
blood  of  so  many  wasted  lives.  In  the 
blood  of  a young  boy  killed  long  before  his 
time.  Over  nothing.  In  the  blood  of  a 
dead  junkie-turned-stick-up-kid,  to  try  to 
feed  his  $500  dollar  a day  habit.  In  the 
blood  of  an  old  woman  who  froze  to  death 


because  the  heat  was  turned  off  in  her 
building.  In  the  blood  of  soldiers  who 
knew  not  what  they  died  for;  who 
nevertheless  stood  tall  and  proud  against 
the  sun  as  they  were  cut  down.  In  the 
blood  of  a misguided  wino  who  tried  to  find 
freedom  in  a bottle.  But  freedom  doesn't 
come  easy.  And  to  some,  it  doesn't  come 
at  all . 

When  dawn  breaks,  I know  it  will  be 
time  for  the  messengers  to  be  on  their 
way.  With  them  will  go  the  sweat  of  one 
man  and  the  hope  of  a thousand.  I do  not 
know  who  will  see  them,  or  if  they  will  be 
seen  at  all.  But  somebody  must  read  the 
history;  somebody  must  remember. 

Finally  the  messengers  arrive  at  the 
end  of  the  line.  I watch,  misty-eyed,  as 
the  history  of  my  people  is  washed  clean 
from  the  slate  in  an  acid  bath  along  with  a 
thousand  screaming  souls.  A feeling  of 
helplessness  comes  over  me.  It  is  almost 
unbearable.  The  pump's  chaotic  song  is 
deafening,  pounding  away  at  my  already 
exhausted  mind  until  I no  longer  feel 
anything.  I watch  with  an  indifferent 
stare  as  my  work  trickles  by  my  feet,  in 
the  gutter,  disappearing  down  an  empty 
storm  drain  . 


The  Duelists 

Someone's  honor  had  been  broken. 

Insolent  words  repeatedly  spoken. 

A duel  was  to  be  fought. 

This  is  what  two  clearly  sought. 

Times  were  set,  seconds  made. 

It  was  to  be  after  the  night  of  shade. 

Sabers  were  brought,  tools  of  steel. 

The  biting  cold  could  neither  feel. 

A bystander  threw  up  silk. 

Sweaty  hands  were  on  cold  hilt 
Dodge,  parry,  swerve,  attack 
Steel  was  hitting  back  to  back. 

Then  with  a great  bound 

A messenger  leapt  to  the  snow-capped  ground. 
All  swords  were  needed  at  the  front. 

These  were  the  two  he  had  sought. 

As  the  sun's  rays  came  by 
The  land  seemed  as  if  to  sigh. 


- John  Willis 
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"Avoid  the  Break" 


* In  Memoriam: 

January  28,  1986 

I see  the  clouds,  and  they  do  float, 
As  do  the  ships  upon  the  sea; 

See  I a mist  around  a boat? 

Nay.  What's  this  vessel  o'er  me? 

The  smoke  does  rise  up  from  the  pyre, 
As  does  the  stern  of  every  ship 
When  gone  too  far  into  mire; 

We  seek  what  answers  on  these  trips? 

The  fish  below  avoid  the  break, 

As  I on  land  do  drown  at  sea; 

Too  much  I know  of  down  below; 

I have  a skeleton  in  me. 

I watched  a gull;  I saw  it  swim. 

I saw  a hull;  I watched  it  dim. 

I watched  a fish;  I saw  it  fly. 

I saw  a wish;  I watched  it  die. 


Heartache 

The  clock  ticks. 

It's  past  two. 

I lie  here, 
awake , 
alone . 

I think  the  thoughts 
of  nights  past. 

Nothing  really  changes. 

The  clock  ticks 
again . 

I listen  to  the  thoughts 
but  all  I hear  is 
that  beat, 

strong , 
steady , 
louder , 

that  beat  of  my  heart. 

Stops  

Then  it  cries  itself  to  sleep. 

- by  Lauren  George 


Mark  Collins 
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Previous 

old  but  not  yet  deteriorating 
into  yellow  the  opening  line 
tells  why  Koon  stabbed  Agamemnon 
in  the  arm  the  only  graded  piece 
i can  find  and  two  very  limp  stories 
of  mine 

and 

why  did  we  write  about 
death  so  much? 

all  the  time  thinking  "he's  not 
the  only  one  who  breeds  incoherent 
verse"  hope  the  club  moss  who  cut 
their  green  hair  shop  together 
in  Bliss 

to 

humanize 

to  write  poetry  telling  me  to  think 
like  T.S.  Eliot  but  all  i read  are 
British  aphorisms  by  L.P.  Smith 
and  more  poems  my  attempt  at 
sarcastic  hardcore  that  never  was 
recorded  quick  brown  quick  brown 
quick  brown  list  of  typing  exercises 
hitting  the  wood  now  something 
unidentifiable  almost  falling 
into  this  bloody  thing  at  the 
bottom  sheets  sheets 
sheets 

and 

i've  found  it. 

- Nancy  Dingley 
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A Small  Friendship 


A small  child  wades 
her  way  through  the 
tall  grass  that  covers 
her  up  to  the  ribbons 
on  the  waistband  of 
her  dress  and  when 
she  bends  to  pick  up 
the  pussywillow  she 
has  dropped  she  is 
swallowed  up  by  the 
overgrowth  and  then 
rising  again  she  hears 
her  father  calling 
and  she  must  return 
home  but  first  she 
waves  good-bye  to  the 
field  yet  she  turns 
too  quickly  to  see  the 
grass  wave  back  in 
the  breeze. 

- Lisa  Cherin 


Lovely  Thoughts 

As  the  day  depends  on  the  dawn, 
So  I depend  on  you. 

As  true  as  a river  is  to  a fawn, 
So  true  is  my  love  for  you. 

As  a flower  waits  for  the  sun, 

I wonder  what  to  do. 

I pondered  the  matter  for  hours, 
And  still  I have  no  clue. 

I think  of  you  all  the  time, 
Wasting  the  whole  day  through. 

I loved  you  since  the  beginning, 
Bet  you  never  knew. 


"To  the  Virgin  Poet" 


To  thee  who  knows  only  what  glows 
Within  thine  "coeur":  preach  thy  "l'  amour" 
For  coming  years  come  not  alone, 

Knowledge  can  change  your  heart  to  stone. 
Books,  dates,  names,  lives,  fiction  and  fact 
Disturb  the  heart  and  souls  intact; 

Please  sing  to  me,  express  your  soul, 

Revive  in  me  feelings  of  ol' 

When  I was  young  and  so  headstrong 
That  elders'  words  to  me  seemed  wrong. 

Let  your  innermost  emotions 
Flow  as  free  and  full  as  oceans; 

Stop  not  to  think,  but  freely  flow, 

Lest  your  babble  cause  you  woe. 

Your  words  will  stir  my  memories 
And  pleasing  thoughts  shall  come  with  ease; 
For  I,  like  you,  was  in  a bind 
By  words  which  rose  up  from  my  mind; 

Words  which  kindled  wanton  fires, 

Lines  expressing  my  desires. 

Stanzas  that  conveniently  rhymed. 

Poems  that  could  only  be  mimed; 

For  the  credit,  I could  not  take, 

The  ideas  came,  my  pen  did  make. 

The  source  of  such  aggressive  lines 
Drowned  long  ago  in  several  wines. 

So  sing  I say,  I've  paid  my  fee! 

Resusitate  the  soul  in  me 
Search  I,  search  I;  however  I find 
No  love  for  life  within  my  mind; 

A heart  and  soul  vanished  in  books 
Of  science,  the  soul-stealing  crooks! 

My  paradise  I've  lost  at  last! 

My  life!  My  fate!  My  soul's  been  cast 
Like  dice  against  a gutter's  curb: 

Seven  for  Science  who  disturb 
A mind  at  piece  who  craps  did  roll. 

Losing  its  shirt,  its  heart,  its  soul. 

- Mark  Collins 


Mortal 

I see  the  nuance  pass  before  my  eyes  - 
A mere  innuendo. 

I hear  the  rumor,  mixed  with  failing  cries  - 
A mere  whisper. 

I feel  the  sensation,  though  it  quickly  dies  - 
A mere  caress . 

My  life,  a pure  idea,  so  swiftly  flies  - 
A mere  mortal 
Am  I . 

- Christina  Lillios 
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Shades  of  Yesteryear 

0 where  are  the  ancient  heroes, 

The  warriors  who  glittered  in  the  sun, 

Who  filled  the  lands  with  tales  of  glory 
Of  brave  deeds  and  battles  won? 

0 where  are  the  ancient  leaders, 

The  gods,  the  molders  of  men, 

Who  bestowed  secrets  on  the  man  of  Greece 
And  gave  him  life  as  he  knew  it  then? 

0 where  are  the  ancient  philosophers 
Who  held  wisdom  as  a prize, 

Who  taught  men  the  joys  of  life 
Which  today  we  fail  to  realize? 

The  world  today  is  almost  doomed. 

Decisions  are  made  too  fast. 

Why  can't  we  prevent  mistakes  of  the  future 
And  learn  from  the  glories  of  the  past? 

0 where  are  the  ancient  centuries 
The  years  enshrouded  in  gold? 

Long  live  the  society  of  yesteryear 
And  the  deeds  and  heroes  of  old! 

- Lisa  Calla 


The  Pebble 


Strolling  along  the  beach, 

I stop  to  take  in  the  full 
Beauty  of  the  ocean. 

The  smell  of  the  salt  air  and 
The  sound  of  the  waves  crashing 
Against  the  rocks  make  the 
Feeling  all  the  more  wonderful. 

Then,  some  unknown  brilliance 

Catches  my  eye-  a small  pearl-like  pebble. 

Slowly  I walk  toward  it  and 

Kneel  down  in  the  wet  sand  to  get 

A better  look.  Just  as  my  fingertips 

Touch  the  smooth  surface, 

The  tide  comes  in  and  takes  the  stone  away. 


- Jeanine  Mitchell 
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The  Sign 
by  Maria  Romero 

The  street  was  one  of  the  main 
thoroughfares  leading  into  the  city.  It 
curved  between  apartment  buildings, 
convenience  stores,  parks,  and  empty  lots. 
It  was  pockmarked  with  endless  potholes, 
ignored  each  spring  by  the  city's  Public 
Works  Deparment,  repair  always  being  put 
off  for  the  next  year.  It  usually  tied  itself 
up  in  traffic  jams  and  rush  hour,  and  then 
smoothed  itself  out  at  night  again,  with  the 
streetlamps  over  it  twinkling. 

At  one  corner,  overlooked  by 
apartment  houses  with  ripped  blinds  at  the 
windows,  stood  a wooden  pole  supporting 
the  cables  of  the  streetcars  that  passed 
by.  It  was  an  ordinary  wooden  pole, 
blackened  by  tar  to  resist  the  weather,  one 
of  the  many  utilitarian  poles  along  the 
street.  But  this  one  was  different.  This 
one  had  a sign  nailed  on  it. 

It  was  an  ordinary  sign,  common  in 
any  election  year,  but  this  was  not  an 
election  year.  The  sign  had  been  up  there 
for  many  years,  forgotten  by  the  invisible 
street  cleaners  who  had  gone  around 


tearing  down  such  signs.  The  colors  had 
faded  to  pale  blues  and  reds  and  dirty 
whites.  The  name,  printed  in  large  blue 
letters,  was  not  even  familiar  anymore, 
having  gone  out  of  the  public  mind  a long 
time  ago.  The  sign  was  in  tatters  and  the 
wind  rustled  through  it,  sending  the 

ragged  paper  dancing.  It  has  seen  the 

seasons  pass  by,  washing  over  it.  And  it 
was  forgotten . 

A city  of  people  passed  by  the  sign, 
looking  at  it  without  seeing  it.  It  has 
caused  a sensation  when  it  was  nailed  onto 
the  pole,  but  now  not  many  could  recall 
what  the  sensation  had  been  about. 

Only  the  children  ever  paid  any 

attention  to  it.  In  the  long  summer 
twilights  they  would  play  by  the  pole,  and 
would  pretend  the  sign  marked  the 

entrance  to  another  world.  But  in  the 
winter  afternoons,  when  the  sun  would 
gleam  off  the  dirty  snow,  they  would  pass 
quickly  by  it,  running  to  build  snowmen  in 
the  empty  lots,  or  running  home  to  thaw 
their  noses  and  fingers  by  the  stove  as 
best  they  could . 

And  the  sign  saw  everything. 


Why? 

Why  do  people  do  the  things  they  do? 
Some  tease, 

Some  please, 

Some  stare, 

And  some  glare. 

Some  wiggle  when  they  walk, 

Some  giggle  when  they  talk. 

They  make  others  believe 
When  they  only  mean  to  deceive. 

They  talk  behind  your  back 
and  never  to  your  face; 

But  when  they  need  something 
they  call  you  "ACE". 

Why  do  people  do  the  things  they  do? 

- Jim  Tiernan 
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I Used  to  Believe  in  Marcia  Brady 

I used  to  believe  that  every  girl  had 

a frilly  pink  bedroom 
(almost)  her  own  bathroom 
flowery  quilt  robes  and  fuzzy  slippers 
long,  glossy  hair  that  never  tangled 
the  mumps 

lunch  bags  with  her  name  on  them 
girlscout  cookies  to  sell 

an  11-room  house,  with  garage,  walk-in  linen  closet 

and  live-in  housekeeper  on  one  parent's  paycheck 
swings  and  a teeter-totter  in  the  backyard 
a backyard 

a groovy  sewing  machine 
a boyfriend  at  the  age  of  11 
braces 

a date  two  days  after  she  got  her  braces  on 
a grandmother  who  was  "with  it" 
cheerleading  tryouts 
a leading  role  in  the  school  play 
a driver's  license  by  her  16th  birthday 

major  problems,  like  getting  Davey  Jones  to  sing  at  the  prom 
parents  who  told  her  "I  love  you,  honey."  everyday. 

At  least  ^ never  had  plaid  bell-bottoms. 
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Cecilia  Wu  . . . who  should've 

believed  more  in  Alice 


